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Prologue 
 
The newscaster seemed agitated as she 

addressed the camera.  Her curly brown hair 
was tangled with tree twigs and her mascara 
was blotted around her eyes, giving her a 
strange gothic look. Her clothes were dirty and 
tattered, as if she had been in some scuffle. 
She had obviously not slept in days, and her 
exhaustion was clear. 

“There have been numerous reports from 
all over the country concerning people, whom 
some are describing as a type of vampire, 
having overrun nearly everything in their path. 

“These creatures have been reported in 
areas ranging from rural farmlands to major 
metropolitan cities. They have been seen in 
lands as far north as the Northern Territories of 
Canada and seem to be spreading without 
regard for human or animal life. The federal 
government has issued a state of emergency 
for…a state of emergency-” her eyes widened 
and all the blood drained from her face.   

Suddenly her head was lopped cleanly off 
her shoulders. The chalk-white creature 
standing directly behind her scowled in triumph 
at his conquest, his grotesque face splattered 
with blood, sinews straining at his skin, eyes 
burning like a nightmare as he looked at the 
camera.  He lunged and the camera canted 
sideways, the screen went dark. 



 

   
 

1 
Brad pushed the little girl back, shielding 

her from the flying jagged glass.  He knew the 
windows would not keep them out.  He also 
knew the crucifixes would only have a minimal 
effect, if any at all. One needed faith for them 
work, and he could not lie to himself about the 
strength of his.  

Brad grabbed the little girl, tossed her over 
his shoulder, and darted towards the library at 
the far end of the hallway. He ignored the 
bleeding gash in his leg.   

The man who lived in the house had 
obviously believed in the supernatural; the 
crucifixes and various religious artifacts filling 
the walls attested strongly to that. Brad could 
only pray that he had wooden stakes or 
something, anything that would stop the 
bloodsucking nightmares that had overrun the 
country. 

Breathing a sigh of relief, Brad slammed 
the heavy wrought iron door shut behind them, 
sliding a thick metal bar across and into its slot. 
He leaned up against the door as if hearing 
their approach might delay their pursuit 
somehow. He knew vampires feared wrought 
iron; clearly the owner of the house did as well.   

Brad's mind wondered briefly about the 
whereabouts of the owner.  He was not here, in 
this sanctuary, perhaps he fled elsewhere.  
Brad had not noted any signs of blood or 



 

   
 

bodies anywhere else in the house, so he 
assumed the man had made it out safely.  

The little girl seemed remarkably calm 
given the dangerous and frightening 
circumstances, and seated herself behind the 
large oak desk that dominated the room. Her 
long black hair reflected the moonlight 
cascading down from the series of small, round 
skylights high in the ceiling. It gave her a 
somewhat mysterious look he found disturbing 
on one so young.  

She said not a word and showed no 
indication of fear or worry. Hundreds, if not 
thousands, of vicious, bloodthirsty vampires 
trying to get to them and not a trace of panic on 
a girl of no more than six years old.  Brad still 
felt compelled to console her. He had lost his 
little sister, and in an odd sort of way he felt a 
connection to this strange little girl.   

“Are you okay, honey?” Brad whispered. 
The air in the room was thick with stagnation. 
“What’s your name?”  

The little girl looked up from the desktop. 
Saying nothing, she peered past Brad’s 
shoulder at the heavy iron door. Her eyes were 
locked onto it; Brad’s words seemed to flutter 
past her attention like butterflies on a bright, 
sunny day.  

“Honey,” Brad asked while trying to keep 
his expression calm. “Are you hurt? Do you 
have any injuries?”  



 

   
 

Only silence filled the room.  Brad's 
attention followed the little girl's vacant stare 
over to the door and the incredible carvings 
covering it. His eyes widened at the plump 
devils reveling within seething cauldrons, the 
leering demons feasting upon decayed human 
body parts, swirling storms punctuated by angry 
jolts of twisted lightening and dancing imps 
surrounding screaming victims, prodding them 
with enormous, bloody pitchforks. Such wicked 
images, so masterfully etched upon the 
wrought iron canvas of the door, disturbed him.  

Brad took a careful step toward the door 
and its obscene tableau.  He could not explain 
why it frightened him so deeply, almost as 
much as the vampires frightened him. Perhaps 
it was knowing that such a magnificent and 
equally monstrous door was the only obstacle 
between them and certain death.   

Brad turned his back to horrific 
masterpiece and stared at the little girl. He 
wanted to ask her if she knew anything about 
what was happening, but restrained himself 
from doing so.  He had a nagging suspicion that 
she knew something, something important, but 
she was only a child, albeit a strange one.  
Surely she had no idea what was going on. He 
crept away from the nightmarish door to the 
front of the desk. He looked into her large eyes 
and searched for any indication of pain, 
anything that would help him understand her or 



 

   
 

their situation.  
“Are you okay, honey?” he asked for what 

felt like the hundredth time. “I know you’ve seen 
some pretty scary stuff lately. I sure know I 
have, and I would guess there’s probably more 
to come, but if we stick together and help each 
other out, maybe, just maybe, we can figure a 
way out.” 

Any hope he had for a response was 
quickly dashed. The little girl merely continued 
to stare at the door, their only barrier between 
life and death.  

Frustrated and desperate, Brad threw his 
arms up in defeat.  “Fine. You don’t wanna talk, 
we won’t talk. I was just hoping you could tell 
me something to help us out.”  

He instantly felt guilty for his outburst.  He 
did not want to frighten the poor little thing any 
more than she probably already was.  But his 
patience was running out, as was their time.  
He had other problems to deal with at the 
moment, such as preparing for when the 
vampires would find them.  

He looked around the room for anything he 
could move against the door for added support.  
The skylights were the only windows in the 
room, for which Brad was extremely grateful.  
The walls were covered by thick, sturdy 
bookshelves, lined from top to bottom with a 
large variety of tomes of every size and color.  

A suspicion entered Brad’s mind and 



 

   
 

refused to fade.  Brad walked over to one of the 
smaller shelves, wedged his fingers behind it as 
much as he could and pulled.  

It moved, but only three or four inches. 
Brad leaned in as far as he could and peered at 
the wall. Just as he suspected, it was made of 
wrought iron.   
  



 

   
 

2 
Brad awoke to a headache unlike any he 

had ever experienced before.  He attributed it to 
the combination of hunger, thirst, exhaustion 
and fear.  His experiences these last few weeks 
could fill a book. He had lost everyone he had 
ever cared about and, he feared, more than a 
small part of himself.  

Brad had managed to survive because he 
was quick and he could think on his feet.  He 
stayed on the move, always watching, never 
letting himself get cornered. He never left any 
traces of his whereabouts or clues which might 
help them track him.  Yet the vampires had 
taken a part of him that could never be 
replaced, leaving a hole that festered and could 
never be filled. There was no going back to the 
way things were before. Even if those terrible 
creatures simply vanished into thin air, the 
memories would linger far longer than any man 
could possibly endure. Insanity would forever 
be tapping on the fragile barrier of his mind.   

Brad looked over at the little girl, who was 
asleep with her head on the massive desk.  Her 
tiny arms were splayed out on either side of 
her, and her dirty blond hair obscured most of 
her face. She reminded Brad of a statue he had 
once admired in a church.  

The sound was small at first, nearly 
inaudible, but it was there nonetheless.  

Scratching.   



 

   
 

Light, almost gentle scratching emanating 
from the other side of the door. It sounded like 
someone, or something, was exploring the 
impediment to its next meal, testing the 
structure for any weaknesses. 

Brad’s heart was in his throat. He knew 
they would be done for if the vampires 
breached the door and gained access to the 
room. He knew he had survived so far partially 
because he always thought one step ahead of 
the creatures. He anticipated their next move.  
Now he knew what would happen if he could 
not find a weapon, or a way to exit the house 
without being seen. 

The vampires' cunning and intelligence 
were matched only by their savagery. It was as 
if the greater their numbers, the more strategic 
and organized they became.  Their complex 
and carefully planned attacks overtook people 
by the thousands, decimating whole cites, 
entire countries in a matter of weeks. Different 
militaries from across the world tried numerous 
strategies against them, but only succeeded in 
delaying their own demise. Their training and 
tactics had simply never even contemplated 
such an enemy.  It became painfully apparent 
early on that the world just was not prepared to 
deal with the vampires on any level.  

Brad carefully, quietly, crawled over to the 
door and rested his ear on it. At first he heard 
nothing more than the scratching noises, but 



 

   
 

then- 
Whispers. 
Thin, growling murmurs, barely 

suppressed, sounded as if they were about to 
burst out at full volume any moment. Brad 
backed away from the door. Something in his 
gut, fostered by his many terrible experiences, 
warned him not to get too close.  

And then all hell broke loose on the other 
side of the door.  

The vampires had sensed, or smelled, 
someone inside the room and their lust for 
blood erupted with such terrible intensity that 
Brad fell backwards onto his rear end in a 
reflexive move to get away from the noise.  

He watched in disbelief as the door was 
assaulted so violently it bent inward slightly, 
straining at the heavy iron hinges. His eyes and 
mind searched for a way out.  Leaning back, he 
looked over his shoulder at the little girl who 
was now wide awake and staring at him. His 
desperation overrode his concern for her.   

“You have to tell me if you know anything.  
Where to find a weapon.  Or a way out.  
Please. Our lives depend on it.” 

The pandemonium on the other side of the 
door grew louder. They were fighting with each 
other to get at the door, smashing their 
powerful fists into it continuously. With each 
terrible hit the door bent minutely.  With each 
deformation the iron wailed a metallic cry of 



 

   
 

pain and resistance.  The creatures' assault on 
the door and each other intensified, creating a 
chorus of ear-splitting horror. Within a minute 
huge dents littered the face of it, some looking 
as if they would rupture with one more hit.  

“Please, do you know how to stop this? 
Can you help me stop this?”   

She continued to stare at him, either 
ignoring or not understanding his words.  

“What’s your name? Do you live here? 
Where are your parents?” Brad had to restrain 
himself from losing his temper again. This was 
definitely not the time for it, and it would only 
make matters worse.  

Maybe she was in shock. Perhaps she had 
suffered some injury to the head, or was just 
born with some type of mental deficiency. She 
appeared to be in perfect health. No fever, no 
bruises, no bleeding, nothing.  

Brad wondered just how much longer the 
door would hold. Maybe another hour, maybe 
only another minute.  Either way it did not 
matter unless he could find some solution.  And 
then it occurred to him.  

What if there isn't one? 

 

 

 



 

   
 

3 
Brad found himself slipping away from this 

awful moment. He had survived so much for so 
long that the idea he might actually be at the 
end of the line just would not completely 
register. He began to feel even more helpless 
than when he first witnessed the vampires' 
attack. He could never forget the poor teenage 
girl who was so swiftly dispatched by the 
creatures. She never even knew what hit her.  

So young. So innocent.  And to perish in 
such a violent and bloody manner.  

Brad had little in the way of family. His 
mother had passed away when he was just a 
toddler, and left him with only his alcoholic 
father and his little sister, Amy.  

Amy. She was so beautiful and smart, and 
such a pretty name too. Brad had always been 
very close to her, consoling her when she was 
down, spending time with her whenever he 
could, and generally being like a father to her. 
He felt someone should take care of her, since 
their real father cared more for his whiskey and 
vodka than his own kids.   

The memory of her death stung Brad like a 
hot needle, probing with its sharp tip, grinding 
its point into his very heart and soul.  

“Brad, help me,” Amy had cried as two 
vampires dragged her kicking and screaming 
through her bedroom window. “Braaad!”  

Brad ran into her bedroom when he heard 



 

   
 

her scream, but only got there in time to see his 
little sister being pulled away to her doom.  He 
had tried before to talk her out of keeping her 
bed directly underneath her window.  He should 
have made her listen. 

Not that it would really have made a 
difference. 

His name was the last word he heard her 
say. He thought it poetic that her final word was 
his name, the person who loved her most, the 
one who had tried so hard to give her 
something close to a normal family life.  

But I failed her when it really mattered.  He 
felt guilty for not jumping through the window 
and chasing after her, but the shock and utter 
helplessness had crippled him completely.  He 
told himself he could not have caught the 
vampires anyway, they were much too fast. 
Within a few seconds they had been nearly out 
of sight. And even if he had caught them, what 
then?  
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